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never, in this prosaic world, to have been an actor at all.
First newsboy, then coffee-shop attendant, he asked and
didn't take Matheson Lang's advice, joined an inferior
touring company, failed, thought of becoming a monk, joined
up in the War, helped at Toe H, studied for the priesthood,
learned his job as an actor in Sybil Thorndike's company,
started the Players' Theatre in Covent Garden, made and kept
it gay, and in the heart of Lamb's own London was Charles
Lamb. His unremarked career was a tiny edifice of which any
stone might at any moment have given way. Yet poetic
justice arranged that it had its tiny crown and was as com-
plete as it ever could have been.
Not;. 25 Luncheon party at the Garrick to Hamish Haniil-
Friday. ton, off to America. Actually it was H.H.'s party,
given to see himself off. A wonderfully good host
with a gift for blending guests. Clockwise: Hamish, Jock,
Jimmie Horsnell, Cyril Lakin, Lord Moore, Arthur Bryant,
Ivor Brown, J. B. Priestley, Harold Dearden, Frank Swinner-
ton, J.A., Eddie Marsh. Eddie told us of a magnificent
rebuke to a late-comer at a luncheon party, the host being
Lord Brougham and the guest a famous society leader
arriving half an hour late and pleading she had been buying
a chandelier. Lord B., looking straight ahead, said, " I once
knew a man who bought a chandelier after luncheon."
Nov. 26 E, A. Baughan, who died to-day at the age of
Saturday, seventy-three, was a c safer' critic even than
Darlington, which is like suggesting a safer safe
than Chubb's. Never spectacularly right, he was never wrong.
His defect was over-modesty in print; you looked in vain next
morning for the trenchant things he had said in the foyer the
night before. Universally liked and respected.
Nov. 28 Supped last night chez Clive Morton, the actor.
Monday, His nimble-witted wife, Joan Harben, overheard
this in Oxford Street last week;
MOTHER (to small son). You naughty boy!   Whatever
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